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One 


Author's Notes: 
Ok, cause Hector asked here it is. Don\'t blame me if the muses decided to add a twist. 


He finally managed to slip away. 
First it had been Adrian, a long story about some lake he had read about that he couldn't wait to try out. 


Then Dave, complaining how he was starting to slice and they needed to get out and get a few rounds in as 


soon as they could. 
Then Janick, who didn't really want anything but managed to talk about it for twenty minutes. 


Bruce, who was never at a loss for something to discuss. This time it was a plane he had gotten a chance to 
fly in that he just had to spend a half hour of Nicko's time explaining and raving over. 


Last, but not least, Harry. Who he had managed to piss off enough that he was in the middle of a bollocking 


when he threw up his hands and walked away, realizing that Nicko wasn't paying the least bit of attention. He'd 


have to remember to try to soothe him later. 
Now, he was alone. Just him, a quiet room and his cell. 
Flipping it open, he scrolled through the list of stored numbers, finally finding the one he was looking for and 


hitting send. As it dialed, he leaned back on the couch, closing his eyes and waiting for the familiar voice to 


answer. 
"Hello?" 

Even from miles away, the voice sent a spike of heat to his groin 

"Well ‘ello," Nicko growled. 

"Nick," Tico breathed, "you're late." 

"Couldn't get away from the lads," Nicko complained. "Seemed like they all wanted me attention" 

"You think they know?" 

"Nah, and wouldn't be much | could do if they did" 

"Yeah, but..." 

"Look, I'm not callin’ to have a natter about wot they know and don't know," Nicko grumbled, impatient. 
"Someone sounds like they're a little anxious," Tico laughed. 

"Always," Nicko grinned 

From behind the cracked open door of the closet, Bruce smirked and hit the record button on his mini-disc. 
"So, what are you doing?" 


Nicko rolled his eyes, his hand absently stroking his half hard cock through his shorts. "Sittin here playin’ with 
me dick. What are you doing?" 


Tico snickered, shifting on his bed and reaching down to slide his hand under the waistband of his boxers. "Just 
put my hand in my pants.” 


"Getting a bit ahead of me there," Nicko breathed, popping open the button and pushing the zipper down. 


"I've been thinking about you," Tico said, his voice a little rough. His fingertips found the soft head of his cock, 
the silky flesh beginning to fill with blood, his heartbeat a little louder in his ear. "lim thinking how good your 
fingers feel just touching the head, playing with it while it gets harder." 


"Yeah," Nicko moaned, tilting his head to let it rest in the back of the couch, his eyes drifting closed. "Wrapping 


me fingers round it, feelin’ it throbbin' like your heart" 


"While you touch me, I'm going to touch you," Tico whispered, "slide my hand inside your shorts and find that 
thick, heavy cock, feeling it pulse as it fills with blood, getting harder and thicker while my fingers give it a 


squeeze." 


"Nice and hard, you're all nice and hard," Nicko sighed, his hand squeezing his cock, in his mind feeling the hot 
weight of Tico's in his palm. "Runnin! me hand down to the bottom and wiggling me fingers up until they're 
under the ‘ead, all nice and blushing pink" 


Tico groaned, closing his eyes and picturing Nicko in his mind. "You get hard so fast, | can feel your cock 
straining up into my hand, wanting me to stroke it, to pump it fast, but | go nice and slow, teasing you, making 
you growl and demand that | go faster.” 


"Give it a few good wanks and then lettin’ it go and cupping your balls, nice and firm, hearing you moan when | 


give ‘em a squeeze." 


"Oh God," Tico moaned, following the soft command and arching at the twinge of pained pleasure. "My hand 
nudges against the head and | slide up, pressing your cock to your stomach and rolling the edge of my hand 


over the head, smearing the first drops of precome on your skin” 


"Kin hell," Nicko swore, his hips thrusting up at the thought, his hand doing just as Tico described. "Rolling your 


balls in me fingers, so heavy with your come, drawing up and gettin' tighter.” 


"Sliding my palm down, all the way until its pressed against your balls, feeling them shift in the sac, down 


lower still until | can reach behind and tease the skin" 


Nicko's groan was enough to make Tico's cock twitch and his mouth water, knowing the head of Nicko's cock 
was now slick with precome. "Taking hold of your dick again, startin’ to rub me hand up and down, pullin’ the 


skin" 
Meanwhile, in the closet, Bruce gave up and popped open his jeans, pulling his stiffened cock out and wanking it hard 
"Oh yeah Nick, harder," Tico grunted. "I'm stroking you, my fingers milking the shaft, running my hand over the 


head and smearing the precome down. It isn't enough so | let you go and spit on my hand, using it and the 


precome to lube your cock, making it slip and slide, jerking you hard and fast." 


Nicko was breathing as hard as Tico, his hand wanking his cock hard, his eyes half open and seeing nothing. 
"Your gettin’ harder, twitchin' and jerkin’ in me hand, your cock loving the rough pulls and squeezes, your hips 


shoving it faster." 


"Nicko harder baby, harder!" Tico cried, his gasps fueling Nicko's lust, Nicko's grunts and cries making Tico's 
hand a blur as he pounded into his fist. 


"Fuck, Teek, fuck!" Nicko moaned, holding his hand still and trusting wildly through it, his heart hammering, his 


face screwed into a snarl. 


Bruce bit his lip to keep from crying out, his cock throbbing, his balls drawn up, some part of his brain remembering 


fo keep a good hold on the recorder as the sounds from the couch reached a crescendo. 


Tico cried Nicko's name, hard groans and coughs of breath filling Nicko's ear as he came, Nicko's shout of 


release coming as he shuddered through the last jolts. 


Nicko rammed his hips up, short, jerky thrusts as his hand milked and pulled, come arcing to land in long, thick 


ropes on his shirt and over his hand. 


Bruce thought his head would explode, trying to keep from screaming as his come splashed onto the floor, flashes 
of blinding light going off behind his eyes, leaving him panting and shivering. And grinning, the tiny red light showing 
the machine was still recording as Nicko sighed and sweet talked his long distance lover. 


They talked for a bit until Nicko said good bye with a sad sigh, getting up and adjusting his clothes, stripping 
off the soiled shirt and stuffing it deep in his bag. Pulling on a clean one, he threw the bag over his shoulder 
and left the room, seeking the rest and the food and the party. 


As soon as he was gone, Bruce slink out of the closet, adjusting himself and wandering off in search of someone 


that would appreciate his sense of humor. 
Later that night, on Maidens plane, somewhere over the western US. 


Nicko was dozing, the satisfaction of a great gig and a very satisfying orgasm leaving him relaxed and limp. He 
heard Bruce's snickering from a couple rows back, but when he heard Harry's shout of laughter he opened an 


eye, wondering what the two of them were up to at this time of night and this far up in the air. 

He was half afraid to find out but curiosity, as always, got the best of him. Turning in his seat, he leaned into 
the aisle and cocked an eyebrow at the pair of them, both of whom were staring right back and grinning like 
the bloody cat in the cream. 


"Hey, Nicko," Bruce said, trying to keep a straight face, "want to hear this recording?" 


"Wot is it?" Nicko wasn't sure he did, not from the red face on Harry. 

"Oh, just something | picked up." 

Coming from Bruce, that was actually rather scary, but Nicko sighed and nodded. "Sure, let's ‘ear it" 
"Want the ‘eadphones?" Steve asked, holding the buds out. 

"Nah, knowin’ that one I'll get me ears blasted," Nicko laughed. "So go on" 

Bruce and Steve exchanged glances and Steve shrugged. "Go on then" 

Bruce, grinning a terribly wicked grin, hit the button marked play. 


Davey sat up, Adrian already awake and staring toward the back of the plane, Janick rubbing sleep filled eyes 
and looking as confused as the rest. "What's that?" 


Adrian turned back around in his seat and pulled his blanket up. "Nicko. He's cornered Bruce and seems to be 


killing him." 


"Oh," Davey yawned and snuggled back down in his seat, closing his eyes. Across the aisle, Jan shrugged and 


once again arranged his legs over the empty seat beside him. 


Hopefully, he'd make it fast. 


